PART   ONE
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As usual, dinner was served in the long, panelled dining-room. But
to-night, with the penetrating effect of several whiskies and sodas upon
him, it pleased James Livingston IV to view the family seated around
the table in relation to the room they occupied.
Liquor seldom dulled James Livingston's perceptions. More often
it sharpened his faculties, heightened his wit. It not only gave him
pleasure but insight and a clear wisdom as well. So to-night he
glanced musingly around the room, reading the past into the present.
The faces of his sons and daughters were sharpened and shadowed
by the flickering wall candles that James Livingston III had refused
to replace with electric torches when he had had the old house wired
for electricity.
" No glare for my stomach," he had ruled, and for the rest of his
days had eaten by candle-light.
James IV respected the whim of his father, and in the lighted tapcrs1
kept faith with an intimate and gracious past whose whisperings
could be heard in every room of the Livingston home.
The candles were lighted to-night because a summer thunderstorm
had turned the early evening into night. The light was kind to the
room, James reflected, and flattering to its occupants. But his own
eyes had a clarity that would not be denied.
The wall-paper was streaked and faded, but the woodwork had an
age-old beauty. The mahogany furniture, gracefully Sheraton in
design, had been shipped from Boston to Minnesota in 1848 by the
first James Livingston. He had given it to his wife on the twenty-
fifth anniversary of their marriage.
James IV wondered what his great-grandfather would have thought
of the group now assembled at his family board. He had played host
himself to stranger guests than these in the days when Riverside was
being settled and traders, voyageurs, fur trappers, huntsmen, and
soldiers had dined at the Livingston* table. He had found the adven-
ture and variety he had sought when he .threw up his law practice in
New York and roamed through the unsettled lands of the Middle
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